The Virgin's Lamentation. 


Yn Saesonaeg a Chymraeg. 





CERDD DIGRIF, 


SEF 


Cwynfan Merch leuanc o 


eisiau Gwr. 


Cenir er y Dôn a elwir “ POoR JACK,” 





1 am full fifteen years of age, 
And not a married wife, 

Ï strive my best all for to be, 
But cannot for my life ; 

I am weary, weary, every day 
Of my virginity, 

And I am ready to go astray, 
Will nobody marry me, 


Llawn pymtheg mlwydd yw f' oed yn awr 
Am hyn 'rwy'n synu'n siwr, 

A hyn sydd yn rhyfeddod fawr, 
' Rwyf eto heb gael gwr; 
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Rwy'n flin yn flin bob nos a dydd 
O fy morwyndod i, 
Yn barod iawn 1 golli'm co', FU 
O! pwy'mpriodiff i ? ' 





I roll and tumble in my bed, 
I cannot take no rest; 
The pains of love runs in my head - 

And in my snow-white breast ; 1^] 
] am weary, weury, every day, 5 
()f my virginity, | 
-Anl I am ready to go astray, 
Will nobody marry me. 


Pan fyddwyf yn fy ngwely'r nos, 
ob amser 'rwy'n ymdroi, í 

Mav poenau cariad yn fy mhen, 
A6 yn fy mrest yn cnoi; 

' Rwy'n flin, yn flin, bob nos a dydd 
O fy morwyndod'i, 

Yn barod iawn i golli'm co, 


O! pwy'm priodiff 1. 


'Thero's Doll, Kit, Sue, and Nancy too, 3i 
With young men at their call, 

And I can show as fine a face 
As any of them all; 
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With rosy cheeks and bony brows,, 
And smiles I'll give them frec; 
Ând I wonder what can be tlie cause 

That nobody marry me. 


Mae Catrin, Dol a Susan sur, 
A Nanws fenws fawr, 
Yn cael cariadau ddau neu dri, 
I' w lloni bob pen awr ; 
Â minau'n ladi lân dros ben, 
Yn gangen ffraethwen ffri : 
Rhyfeddu'r wyf at lanciau' r plwyf, 
Ow! pwy'm priodiff i 


i'll dress myself in all my best, 
As neat as ever I can; 
Ï will put on my vew top-knot, 
My ruffle and my fan ; 
:So never one shall me out-do, 
And that they plain shall see : 
And I wonder what can be the cause 
That nobody marry me... 


Mi wisga'm dillad goreu i gyd, 
Í rodio ar brydnawn, 
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Fy ruffle, a fy ffan o hyd,— 

— Mi wnaf bob peth yn iawn, 

Chaiff un ferch wisgo'n well nag wyf 
Ac fel y gwelwch chwi ; 

Lthyfeddu'r wyf at lanciau' r plwyf, 
Ow! pwy'm priodiff i ? 


I have a ffortune of my own, 
As many one does know, 
iull fifteen hundred pounds in gold 
Upon one I ll bestow, Fr 
Is here a lusty lovely lad, 
If such a lad he' ll be; 
lf he can save a womap' s life, 
Let him come and marry me. s 


Mae i mi hefyd ffortiwn gwych, 
Fel hyn gwyr llawer un, | 
Sef pymtheg; cant o aur yn ffri, | 
Ond eisiau cael rhyw ddyn ; 
Oes jn y lle a glywodd hyn 
Un llencyn ffrwythwgyn ffri, 
A fedr safio bywyd merch, 
Mown serch prioded fi. F 
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Argraffwyd yn Swyddfa D. Jones, Amlwch. 


